
The com i call Hisloric of 

Vayling her high fop lower then her ribs 

T o kifie her burial! ; 0 joti I ti;J gocto Church 

-And tee the holy edifice of (lone 

And not hethinkc me ffraight of dangerous rocks, 

which touching buf fray gentle vcflels fide 

vvould {carter all her fpices on the Urea me, 

Enrobe the raring watcrfwjrh mv filkes. 

And in a word,' bur euen now worth this, 
v And now ivorth nothing. Shall f’haue the thou-ht 
To thinke on this, and S hall I lack the thought . 
Thatfuch a thing bechaunc’d would make me fad ? 

But tell not me, 1 know a Anthomo 
Is fad to thinke vpon his merchandize. 

Antb, Beleeue me no, I thanke my fortune for it 
My ventures are not in one bottome trufied, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole cfhte 
Vpon the fortune of this prefont yeere : 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why then you are in loue. 

Antb. Fie, fie. 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fay you arc fad 
Becaufoyou are not merry 5 and twereas eafie 
For you to laugh and leape, and fay you are merry 1 
Becaufo Vou are not fad. Now by two-headed larm. 
Nature hath framd f {range followes in her time : 

Some that will euermore peepe through their eyes. 
And laugh like Parrats at a bagpyperf 
And other offuch vinigar afpeti, 

That theyle not fhew theyr teeth in way offmile 
1 hough 7^eHor (' weave theiefl be laughable. 

Enter Baffanio, Lorenfo , and Gratiano. 

Sola. Here comes Bafpwia ybur mofi noble kinfman, 
Cjratiano, and Lorenfo . Faryevvell, 

We leaueyou now with better company. 

Sala. I wpuld bane Paid till I had made you merrv, 
If worthier friends had not preuented me. * 

Antb, Your worth is very deere in my regard. 





■ the Merchant ofV enice, 

I take it your owne bufincs calls on you, 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

Good morrow roy good Lords* 

K 'Balf. Good fi-niors both when foal we laugh : fay, when 
You -row exceeding ftfange : muff it he fo ? 

Sail Week make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

• Exeunt SaUrino, and So Unto. 

Lor. My Lord Bafmio, fince you haue found Antbonio ' 
We two will leaue you, but at dinner time 
I pray you haue in mindc where we mud meetc. 

Baf I will not fade you. 

Grat. You lookc not well fignior Antbonio, 

You haue too much refpeft vpon the world : 

They loofeit that doe buy it with much care, 

Beleeue me you are meruailoufiy changd. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world Gratiano, 

A Page, where cuery man mull play a part. 

And mine a fad one- 
Grati. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckles come. 

And let my liuer rather heate with wine 
Then my hart coole with mortifying groncs. 

Why fliould a man whofe blood is warrae within, 

Sit like his grandfire, cut in Alablafter ? 

Sleepc when he wakes ? and creepe into thelaundies 
By beeing peeuilh ? I tell thee wha tnsfnthomo, 

3 loue thee, and ris my loue that fpeakes : 

There are a fort of men whofe vifages 
Doe creameand'mantlc like a (landing pond, 

And doe a wilful ftilnes entertaine, / 

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Ofwifedome, grauitie, profound conceit. 

As who (hould fay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barlcc* 

O my Anthonio I doc know of thefe 
That therefore onely are reputed wife 
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